
The T rAgcdiS 

In tnemainc bitteM, whofc pui fiance on cither fide 
Shall b:e well winged with our chicfcft |^> r f c \ 

This, and Saint George to boocc, whaithinfcjft thou not, 

Ncr . A good dire£tion warlike foueraigne, Hcfhcmh 
Thi i found I one my tent this morning. bWsnmt 
Itckjl ofTdjsrfolkefie hot tt told, " f 

For Dick** thy tnafier u bought stud fold. 

King. A thing dcuifed by thtettemy, 

Goe Gentlemen cuery man vnto his charge, 

Let Hotourbabling drea mfcs affright our fouler, 
Confcience is a word that cowiidi vie, 

Deuifdeas ftrft tokeepc the (trotig in aw re, 

Gar ftrong armes be oar confciencer,©.)! fwords oilf laf 1 ; 
March onjoytic brautly, let vs too it pcllifidl, 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hell. His train 

What fha'l I fay more then I hauc infold, tot 

Remember who you arc in cope wichall, 

A fort of vabibonds,RafcoIs,and run-awayes, 

A feum of Brittaines, and bale lackey pefants, 

Whomc their ore cloyed countrcy vomits forth 
Todefperatc aduencurcsand affur’d dcftru$ioa 5 
You fleepingfafe they bring you to vnreft : 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beautious vritiei. 
They would reftrainc the one, diftainc the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow? 

Long kept in Brittainc at our mothers call, 

A milke-fop one thar ncuerin his life 
Felt fo much cold as oucr fhooes in fnow : 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the fcas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe overweening rags ol France, 

Thefe famifht beggers weary of their Hues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of meanes poorc rats had hing’d themlelues 
If we be conquered let men conqaervs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Hauein their ownc land beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 

And on record left them the heir* of flume. 

Shall thefe enipy our lands, lie with our wiues ? 

Rauilh our daughters, harke I hcare these drum. 
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z/Richard the Third. 

Arrhcrs draw you arovves totnehead 

d ' ta 

A^naze the welkin with yonr broken ftaues, 

S aies Lord Stanley will hebnng hrs power f 

S, My Lord hedoth deny to come. 

Km. Off with hii fontie G.*rge/head. 

Nor, My Lord the enemy is P» ft l , hc 
A' ter the battel! let George Stanley die. 

Kl „ f a tboufand hearts are gseat with in my bofome, 

A Juance our fhndards, fet vpon our foes, 

L ancient w or 4 ofc«ngc fairt^W 0«Z* 
lnfpire vs with the fpeene of fiery Dragons, 

Vponthem, viaory fits one our ^>P C ‘* 

‘ Alarum excurfons, Enter Catetbj. 

cat. Rtfcm tny Lord o(N.rf.lh. rricev. rfcntr, 

The King cnafts more wonders then a man, 

Daring an oppofite to cuery danger, 

Hisho.fe is fiainc,and all one focte he fights, 

Seeking for %.chmer,d in the throat of death 
Rcfcew.faire Lord, or elfc the day is loft. Enter %te& 
Km. A horfe,a horfe my Kingdome for a norle. 

Cat* Withdraw my Lord , ile hr Ipe you to a horfe. 

Km. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And Twill fbnd the hazard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaipe to day inflcad of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe: 

Alarum, Enter Rtchard & Richmond, they fight, Richard w 
jlaint then rt trait being founded. Enter Richmond. Dar j 
bearing, thi Crowne with other Lords. 

Rich. God and your arme be praifed vi&onous friends, 
The day is ours the bloudie dog is dead. . 

Dar. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee. 
Lot heete this long vfiirped royalties. 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes with all, 

Wcare it, and make much of it. 

Rwi. GjeatCed ofheanen fay Amen t© all, _ , 

M a Btt» 
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